O one will ever know,” Philip 
N said slowly, “whether Lenore 
tried to take her own life de- 
from some supreme sense of 
utter renunciation, of clearing the right 
of way for others, or whether Bart shot 
her when he found out that Athalie had 
gone away with Farjeon. He would 
blame Lenore, believing she had brought 
about the affair to embarrass him and 
rob him of any possible hereafter to 
his romance.” 


liberately 


“You have always cared for her, 
haven't you, Philip?” Lady Ayres- 
court's wide, gray eyes were full of 


compassion for the man who sat oppo- 
site her at the little painted table that 
occupied the best corner of Turridu’s 
Casino, “And still you are able to get 
the impersonal vision of all the pitiful 
drama of her life; the perspective even 
on the motives which may have led up 
to this, To the rest of us, and I, too, 
have always loved her, there is the riddle 
of why she ever took this girl into her 
home and tried to remedy the wrong 
tart had done in such a madly quixotic 
way. How she must have loved him!” 

"Have you sent for me to tell me 
that?" Philip smiled at her oddly. “T 
have been away from the States for five 
months, remember, and the first news I 
get on landing is this tragedy in the 
lives of my two friends. If I had liked 
Bart less, I might have plaved the old, 
primitive, male act, and fought him for 
the woman we both loved. But, since 
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the moment I introduced them, 
she has given him a great, self- 
ing love. Men of Bart's type 
haired, loose-limbed. emotional, indiffet 
ent, seem to have that effect on the 
highly organized type of — superior 
women who are childless. They over- 
look me, for instance. Do they let you 
see he 

“Every day. but she has not recog- 
nized any one, That is what makes it 
bad for Bart. They cannot get any 
statement from her ; 
a sort of coma, I am sure she believes 
she is going to die, and does not care.” 
at the party 


she seems to be in 


Saranova 


“Yes, Lenore was badly disturbed 
then. 1 think she suspected Athalie. 
Farjeon had been East about two 


months and everybody was talking about 
the affair between them. There never 
was any question about his intentions. 
He has a wife in England. 1 don’t be- 
lieve that the girl was really in love 
with him, but she was furious at Bart's 
permitting Lenore to make terms, She 


is the type that would do just such a 


thing 
“There's no chance of getting either 
of them back as witnesses, [ suppose 
You said they're bound for South 
Africa, didn’t you? I did not know 
Farjeon was married.” ; 
“My dear fellow, what is a wife or 
two, nowadays, to sovereign love? The 
spirit of the times is pagan. They gloat 
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over their new cults and codes, and can- 
not see they are still capering around 
the old shrines, with all the mysteries 
let loose. I am not really curious about 
Lenore, whether she fired the shot her- 
self, or whether Bart did. She would 
always shield him, even if she died with 
a gallent lie on her lips. Personally, I 
believe she sought her own way 
out——” 

“And I do not!" His tone was sud- 
denly tinged with curtness, a chill of 
resentment, as if he were lifting a lance 
in defense of an attacked ideal. “Lenore 
is not the kind of woman who seeks 
the old Lethean escape in any moment 
of crushing hopelessness, of abnegation. 
She was a fighter with herself, a dis- 
ciplinarian. And she has that rarest of 
all qualities, faith, 1 believe that when 
she offered to take this girl into her 
home and make atonement to her for 
Bart's pitiful passion, she was acting 
from the highest motives. If Bart 
thought she deliberately tried to wreck 
his chances, by throwing Athalie into 
Farjeon’s power, he was the same 
selfish, self-opinionated cad he always 
has been with women.” 

Lady Ayrescourt smiled at him, re- 
assured, laying one hand impulsively 
over his as it rested on the table. 

“T was right in sending for you. 
When you said just now that Bart was 
your friend, I hesitated. And if I did 
not believe that you love Lenore abso- 
lutely, I'd never have the courage to go 
ahead, Philip. We women make dread- 
ful mistakes when we pick our men, but 
it seems she reserved for you a peculiar 
measure of trustfulness. I don’t blame 
her in the least, my dear. If I ever 
have anything to confess on my death- 
hed, I shall certainly send for you. You 
are so lovable and you are blessed or 
cursed, according to the way you regard 
such things, with that marvelous quality 
of understanding, of compassionate 
sympathy, that weaker natures grasp at. 
Yet I cannot imagine any woman look- 
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ing at you for the first time and feeling 
that mysterious turning on of the ama- 
tive current that demands matehood, 
Philip. You are not handsome. You 
are somewhat bald and your eyes are 
too wide apart and ingenuous looking, 
your mouth too mobile. You would 
make a delicious old monk some day, 
1 am positive you will be unctuous and 
adorable at seventy. And you are 
patient under abuse, even mine. If you 
had been all man, you would have 
wrung Bart’s neck and tossed him in 
the discard and saved the woman you 
love, willy-nilly, from this, But you 
were tender and unselfish. You stood 
aside, and she has very nearly wrecked 
her life. Very nearly.” 

“You put the case neatly, Anne. Do 
you mind giving me briefly your reason 
for this special torture.” His face had 
set in lines of repressed pain, of resent- 
ment at her probing. She drew irom 
her brown-velvet hand bag a folded en- 
velope of thin, yellow paper, sealed in 
bronze. He saw Lenore’s handwriting 
across it, rather large and uneven, a 
venturesome, experimental chirography, 
curiously at variance with her apparent 
nature. 

“She gave that to me the last time I 
spoke with her before Bart came to the 
house. No one knew of his return but 
her, She must have written it between 
the time of her return from Sonya’s 
party and Bart’s coming. So you see 
she did expect danger, She asked me 
to see that you received it, in case any- 
thing happened to her. I am taking 
advantage of the vagueness of that 
phrase, Philip, She meant death, but 
she said, ‘If anything happens to me.’ 
That gives me a good leeway, doesn't 
it? I think it is our duty, we two who 
love her best, to see if she gives the 
key to this hideous mystery here. It 
may mean the one proof of evidence 
that she expected death when she agreed 
to meet him. Go and read it by your- 
self, down there on the lower terrace, 
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while I sit here and sip my tea. When 
you have finished, don't tell me if you 
don’t want to. I shall understand, any- 
way.” 

Philip felt the folded thickness of 
the envelope’s contents with finger tips 
that paused, Lenore had never confided 
to him anything concerning her rela- 
tions with Bart, He felt as if it were 
taking an unfair advantage of some 
last, despairing mood she may have suf- 
fered, to read any confession of her 
inner self which she had written, be- 
lieving herself on the brink of finality. 

“Don’t be afraid,” Lady Ayrescourt 
urged earnestly, “It7couldn’t possibly 
be any worse than the different climaxes 
and motives we have conjured up. Go 
and read it quietly, Philip, and love her 
greatly, no matter what she tells you. 
You must think of all that Bart meant 
to her—just life itself.” 

He rose from the table and crossed 
the narrow space beneath the awning 
where the tables stood. Below, in ter- 
raced flights, were low, broad stone 
steps to the pier. With its flippant rows 
of colored lanterns, its view beyond of 
the bay, a mother of pearl mystery of 
fluid lights in the moonlight, dotted with 
anchored boats, it was like a bit of 
Algiers. 

He chose the stone step of a hidden 
fountain among the rhododendrogs and 
pines of Turridu’s garden, and stared 
at the sealed letter. If she had died, he 
would not have hesitated to open it, but 
now it seemed a breach of faith, No 
quibbling over forms of words could 
gloss that. It meant either the proof 
of Bart’s innocence, or the betrayal 
of her fear, at the last, that he might 
kill her, They were holding Bart on 
the charge of attempted murder, wait- 
ing for the words from the lips of the 
unconscious woman that might con- 
demn or liberate him. If she died with- 
out speaking, he would probably have 
the benefit of the doubt. There was no 
direct evidence against him. 
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Philip's thoughts swerved to the two 
who had escaped, Farjeon and the girl, 
Athalie, bound for Capetown, free 
from blame or suspicion, Then back 
to Lenore, lying in the hushed room of 
the private hospital in the West Sixties. 
All the love he had always borne her 
urged him to take advantage of this 
one chance, She had turned to him at 


the last with some message. He had 
been diffident in love. Her happiness 
had been paramount. \What if now, 


even at the very last hour, he might re- 
deem the right, which should have been 
his, of protecting her, perhaps of cheat- 
ing fate or circumstance ? 

He tore open the end of the envelope 
and drew out the inclosure, sheets oi 
thin, yellow paper written over closely 
Tt was hard to read by the are light on 
the terrace. He lighted matches one by 
one, dropping them into the fountain 
among the floating leaves, until, forget- 
ful of all else, he bent over the letter in 
eager tenseness. It had heen written, 
as Lady Ayrescourt surmised, on her 
return from Sonya's party. 


“You are not to receive this, Philip, 
unless I am dead. So we will presume 
it is over and I am quite free to talk 
to you. There is no special reason why 
I should prey upon you with any latent 
sympathy at this ultimate moment. We 
have always avoided it, have we not? 
You have made it brilliantly, unmistak- 
ably clear to me that I am the lady 
paramount, a delightful friend and com- 
panion, the supertype of woman who 
appeals to the highest ideals in such a 
man as yourself. That is it, isn’t it. 
Philip? 

“But I feel it is not fair to leave you 
in possession of any secret altar, any 
hampering memory, 1 have always been 
divided in my feelings toward you. 
Sometimes your conception of me has 
strengthened and directed me in the 
way I thought right. At other times [ 
have resented it fiercely. 
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“Yet perhaps Bart did the same with 
me, Perhaps I hampered and annoyed 
him with an impossible ideal of himself 
to which he never could attain. It is a 
devilish trick we play on those sus- 
ceptible to our influence. Why should 
we dare to set impossible goals for 
others? You have given me respect 
and friendship for years, when I would 
gladly have welded belled anklets on 
my feet and given rein to every pent-up, 
slave-woman reaction in my nature. I 
have given Bart unfailing sympathy and 
help. so that he might devote his whole 
time to his art, and he free. This girl 
gave him a few weeks of undenying, 
insatiate love, and he has struck his 
highest mark under hey spell, not mine. 

“Have you seen his latest picture, the 
woman in the garden, his Salon prize? 
It combines Bouguereau’s sunlit tints of 
the flesh with the delicacy, the trans- 
lucent glory of Leonardo. I do not 
fool myself now, at this last hour. 
Things become crystal clear in their 
simplicity, here, on the brink. The 
secret altars rule our lives, Philip, And 
at them do we not all worship Venus 
Anadyomene, invincible, arrogant? She 
asks no incense, only lifted chalices 
that drip with life’s blood. A ruthless 
lady, but, oh, how sweet her gifts must 
he! Do you remember this? 


“Hut for those who will never know her, 

Men who have heard but her word in vain, 
Heaven above and earth below her, 

Seem but shadows that wax and wane. 

“I am going to see Bart in an hour. 
I did not know he was in New York 
until he called me up and demanded to 
see me. He asked me if it was true, 
the report that Athalie had left with 
Farjeon, and I told him ye They 
went away together. | have Athalie’s 
note to me after her dance at Sonya’s 
to-night. He will blame me for it and 
believe that I deliberately set a trap to 
help Farjeon. I did not, Philip, I be- 
lieved she loved Bart, up to the last. 
But he thinks I tricked him and he is 
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insane over the loss of her, He threat- 
ened me, and I have a curious feeling 
that this is the end. | have lost my 
way and the stars are all hidden to- 
night. I can find only your hand in 
the darkness, Philip, so I dare to hold 
it for a moment, dear—dear, 

“The time is short, and I want to tell 
you everything. It is hard to know 
which side of the story to lay stress 
upon, Athalie’s or mine, IT am sorry 
for her. I understand perfectly why 
she did this and I feel again that I] am 
to blame. 1 forced the issue upon Bart 
and her when I found out about their 
affair. I made my own terms and they 
had to accept them. It was wicked, 
when I did not love him as she did. 
But can you understand that I felt hor- 
tibly responsible? | had never been 
able to give him all of myself. There 
was always the other self that was lonely 
until it knew you, Philip. And I 
dreaded it and suspected it, fought it 
constantly as something hidden in my 
secret nature that was shameful, whose 
power I must never acknowledge even 
to myself, 

“It seems so pitiful, so useless now. 
When we face the end all these other 
little conflicts dwindle into insignifi- 
cance and the real values appear. It is 
my feeling toward Bart that seems to 
me wrong and destructive now. All 
these years I have held him to on im- 
possible code of right conduct, |” ving 
I was uplifting his art and helping him 
give to the spirit of the times a fitting 
offering in his work. I know now it 
was doing him a great wrong to give 
him my money, to take from him the 
privilege of effort, above all to permit 
him to rely on me always, for encour- 
agement and understanding. It weak- 
ened his nature. Now he turns and 
rails at me like a boy bereft of some 
toy, blaming me. 

“I was ill last year when Farjeon 
commissioned him to do the mural 
paintings in his California home, He 
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was the South African diamond king 
whom we had met in Paris, 1 told you 
of him in a letter. Bart responded to 
his practical appreciation of his work. 
He had just won first prize at the Salon 
with his painting, ‘The Faun,’ I loved 
it because the boy model was a 
youngster | had found lazing around 
the inn on Lago Maggiore. It was at 
my suggestion that Bart posed him on 
a fragment of moss-covered steps that 
led to the water's edge; a thin, brown- 
skinned nude, the garden detail above 
in shadow, with one fleck of sunlight 
hitting him on the shoulder, It was a 
beautiful thing, with undertones like an 
abalone shell, Farjeon has a queer 
streak of the romantic in him. 1 think, 
though, that all men like him, men who 
go after big things in finance or adven- 
ture, have a flair for the fantastic. He 
bought the painting and Bart agreed to 
go out to this house, which was a new 
whim of his, and live there with me for 
a few months while he completed the 
four paintings ordered, 

“Instead, when we reached New 
York I found Amy very ill and stayed 
with her, planning to join Bart later. 
Amy and I have always been closer 
than mere sisters, you know that. I 
used to wish vou two would love each 
other. It's a strange problem of con- 
tradictions, isn't it, Philip? I have 
given you the highest love | was cap- 
able of, as if my soul knew its secret 
mate, and still I did care for Bart 
dearly. He's such a delightful, boyish 
type. I think you told me once a child- 
less woman was the victim of her sup- 
pressed, maternal instinct, and usually 
chose some man to mother. You never 
seemed to need me as he did, And 
there again, I unwittingly fooled my- 
self, like a rhythmic dancer playing with 
tinted balloons, believing them moons 
of delight. 

“You—did you need me? I have 
surprised a certain look in your eyes at 
times that almost made me catch my 
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breath—waiting. But that was all. 
You never spoke one word of love to 
me, yet 1 write this to you in full 
security. I wonder why or how I know 
that you will be glad I turned to you? 

“Tam able to form a sort of mental 
mosaic from the letters Bart wrote to 
me, The estate was somewhere above 
Carmel, supremely beautiful. It re- 
minded him of Greece, with its visions 
of rose and amethyst islands rising from 
opalescent mists. He was alone except 
for a few Japanese servants, 

“He said that Farjeon had decided 
on the Semele theme, This had been 
my suggestion and I was pleased Bart 
was to handle it. | have always loved 
Semele, the girl attendant in the old 
temple on the desert’s edge, enthralled 
of beauty, expectant of life, so insati- 
able, daring, innocent. She would know 
love, even if it consumed her, I was a 
coward and feared it. 

“There were to be four of the paint- 
ings, one of the girl dancing before 
the altar of the god, pleading with him 
to appear, a tempting suppliant. But 
when he comes to her, she resents his 
disguise of human form, He must ap- 
proach her as he does Juno herself. 
She would know the god, not the man. 
Then the last consuming fire of his 
presence, the supreme ecstasy of love's 
immolation, the fire she never even feels 
the torture of in the exaltation of her 
love. 

“T felt guilty, Philip, as if I were 
using Bart's art to work out a secret 
dream of my own desires, I want to 
tell you the truth about these things, so 
you will see why I tried to atone when 
I found he was the one who had heen 
betrayed into actual infidelity by his 
realization of beauty in the girl Athalie. 

“Twice he wrote to me, begging me 
to join him, but I love the Eastern 
autumn and Amy needed me. We went 
out to my place at Lenox, the one you 
always called Hill o’ Dreams. I used 
to find you everywhere. You can tell 
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how I stripped my soul of pretense, 
longing for you, when I tell you now 
that I was never worried over Bart, 
never lonely for him once. 1 had no 
warning of his coming until he walked 
into the house. The instant he clasped 
me in his arms, with his head bowed 
on my shoulder, I knew something was 
wrong. He clung to me like a child 
afraid of punishment, too dependent on 
sympathy to hold back what he had 
done. He would have made a very 
interesting penitent, garbed in brown 
sackcloth, beating himself through 
rough-paved streets before admiring and 
thrilled crowds. Queer, Philip, | did 
love him, in a way, but I could always 
get the bird’s eye view on his vagaries. 

“He confessed everything to me and 
every word made me feel guilty. He 
said he had come back East to ask for 
a divorce so that he might marry 
Athalie. But how can | ever make you 
understand the subtle cleverness of his 
plea, how he drove home to me my own 
delinquencies, how I had failed him? 
He said he owed everything to me, his 
success, his ideals, his chance to win 
out. But it appeared I was the higher 
type of woman, above mere physical 
love. He had found his Semele who 
was not afraid of fire. 

“She was a girl from the artist colony 
down at Carmel. He had met her there 
one night at dinner with some friends. 
When he told them how he was held up 
by failure to find the right model she 
offered herself. She was not a paid 
model, It was merely that she caught 
the vision of his inspiration and longed 
to make it real for him, 

“You have seen Athalie, Philip. 
Imagine how she must have fired Bart 
as his Semele! All the slender, vital, 
exquisite youth of her, her red-bronze 
hair, her jasmine skin, satin-tender, her 
curious eyes that seem so full of some 
divine abstraction. Am I not fair to 
her? IT have always worshiped beauty. 
I could not blame him after I had seen 
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her. There was the strangest mingling 
of reserve and utter abandon in her 
nature. 1 grew to know her well while 
she lived with me here. I believe she 
even liked me. At least, she was not 
like Bart. She knew, when I asked her 
to wait a year, that | was not selfish. 
I wanted her to have wealth and all it 
means to a woman, to test herself by 
meeting other men. | frankly meant to 
break off their affair if 1 could, but not 
in this way, I wanted her to meet the 
right sort of man and marry him, not 
wreck her life with Bart, 

“He told me that she was the one 
gift he asked from life. She made no 
demands on him, it appeared. She 
yielded herself to the flame and his work 
showed the enormous value of the new 
inspiration in his life. He wanted a 
divorce and he knelt at my feet begging 
me for it, calling himself ingrate, weak, 
anything I liked, but imploring me to 
give him this new love. 

“I felt so guilty in my own heart, so 
sure that I had failed him and his work 
would suffer, that I acted my part per- 
fectly. I was not angry with him, not 
even grieved, 1 was tender and com- 
passionate. I told him this was not 
real love, but an attraction that had 
flamed up from propinquity, mutual 
loneliness, opportunity, and the magic 
of the theme he worked on, She was 
to him, for the time being, the rein- 
carnation of Semele, and he, irrespon- 
sible. ease-loving Bart, was the god who 
walked in his temple at dusk. It was 
all merely illusion. And it was, above 
all, wrong to her. 

“T asked him to be fair to Athalie. 
What could he give her? I controlled 
every avenue of resource he had drawn 
on in the past. He told me that Far- 
jeon had paid for the Semele paintings, 
and wanted more. It would mean a 
trip to his place in Algeria. If I would 
sue for divorce, Athalie was willing to 
go with him. They could be married 
later, over there. 
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“L envied them both their daring. I 
wish now with my whole heart that 1 
had let them go, and had turned to you, 
Philip. But I believed their love to be 
something spurious. | felt 1 was be- 
traying Bart's faith in me, my own 
belief in his art. if | delivered him into 
the snare of his own passion. What 
good could come of my own love for 
you, the secret altar where | have knelt 
for years, if | purchased my freedom 
through another's weakness ? 

“T know now I was wrong, but [ be- 
lieved | was doing the big thing, Philip, 
the thing above personal desires, if you 
can understand, I offered to take the 
girl into my own home and circle, to 
introduce her as a distant relative, to 
provide her with luxury, everything a 
girl should have. If she still loved him 
at the end of a year, [ would give him 
a divorcee. 

“Subtle, you say? Not worthy of 
me. It betrays my inner motive, even 
if I did not know it then, myself. How 
could [ let him act the guilty one when 
in my heart I had sinned against him 
. longing for you? 1 wanted to 
make atonement, and not to fail him. 
When he found these were the only 
terms I would make, he agreed. He 
begged me to let him wait until she 
came on from the Coast. but I sent him 
away at once, He made arrangements 
with Farjeon, on long distance, and left 
for Egypt. 

“I found Athalie delightful, joyous, 
dauntless, all that I was not, It stirred 
my nature to hear her fling out chal- 
lenges at all the old gods I had served. 
She resented Bart's leaving her. but 
still she looked at the whole proposition 
as a sporting test of fairness and came 
into my home as a welcome guest. 

“You visited us often that winter. I 
often wondered if you ever suspected 
who she was. Nobody, not even Amy 
knew the truth, but Anne recognized 
her when she came on from California. 
She had seen her out there at some 
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affair in Los Angeles. 
ise of silence. 
“Athalie seemed to melt into her réle. 
She loved beauty, money, relaxation, 
There was much of the Orient in her 
nature, And she became a success. 
Sonya Saranova adored her, she was so 
volatile, so original, a new type of girl. 
with a dash of the pagan about her, a 
sophisticated vestal who had known only 
the fire of the god. Sonya took her 


I had her prom- 


everywhere with her. 1 iad lived in 
seclusion ever since my marriage to 
Bart, Besides, Sonya had the entrée 


to certain inner circles [ have always 
avoided, Brilliant and intimate little 
gatherings where society meets the 
royalty of bohemia in a fraternity of 
mutual unveilings. It was at one of 
these affairs. a costume party at 
Maury’s, that she met Farjeon. 
“When she told me she intended 
going dressed as Semele, 1 thought it 
rather in bad taste, tinged with bragga- 
docio, but I could not see how it would 
do any real harm, Bart was in Egypt. 
Anne would never tell, even if she 
knew, and it would make the girl happy; 
she was gloriously in love with her own 
beauty, When she came into my room, 
where [I was reading. [| caught my 
breath at the marvelous picture she 
made. Her hair was unbound and hung 
in heavy waves almost to her knees, 
vital, electric hair of copper lights and 
deep undertones of bronze, — She 
laughed, running her fingers through it 
ecstatically, and danced about the reom, 
in the trailing, close-bound scarf of 
goldfish-toned metal cloth that was her 
costume. 
“am wonderful, am [ not? she 
id, poising a moment before my long 
mirror. ‘Bart painted me just like this.” 
“I felt sorry for him as [ looked at 
her. Something seemed to tell me Bart 
would never hold her. She was like 
incarnate sunlight. Sonya told me 
afterward that the instant Farjeon’s 
eyes rested on her he was like a man 
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under a spell, More than this, he knew 
who she was—not Julie Prescott, my 
cousin, but Athalie Roth, the model for 
Bart's Semele, which now was his. I 
found out later that he had fallen into 
one of those strange passions, which 
some men are susceptible to, over the 
picture. He is a peculiar character, 
Vhilip. 1 have never known a man like 
him. He has sought wealth out of the 
earth so long that he seems like a 
ynome, and yet he is still in his thirties. 
But he is a silent, brooding type, thick- 
set, with a young-old face, like a dwarf 
or a troll, Yes, that is it. He is a 
troll, with sacks of diamonds on his 
hunched back. 

“Athalie came home that morning in 
a daze of purest deviltry. It was day- 
break, She refused to take off her cos- 
tume or get any rest, but stayed in my 
room talking of Farjeon and his wealth. 
She exhibited a ring he had given her, 
a perfect, white stone of immense value, 
jut set for a rajah, 1 could imagine it 
on his short-fingered, plump hand. 

“‘He knew me,’ she laughed, ‘Oh, 
Lenore. it was gorgeous—the thrill 
when he stood there and saw me. He 
went dead white, and could only stare 
at me, as if he had seen Bart's picture 
come to life. It was weeks before Bart 
dared to say he loved me, and then he 
was like a conscience-stricken priest 
over it, but this man told me he would 
own me or kill me. He whispered this 
to me while we danced, Lenore, I said 
| lived in a temple of consecration, 
where only the god could find me, and 
he laughed at me, as if he could read 
the truth behind what I said. He said 
he would burn down the temple and 
carry me off.’ 

‘But Bart——’ I faltered. 

““Bart should never have left me. 
He is a coward, a coward with both of 
us. Perhaps I'll give him back to you 
if I find | like the fire of diamonds bet- 
ter than the divine fire!" 
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“What could 1 do, Philip? Farjeon 
saw her through no veil of illusion, I 
had fooled society, but he knew her, 
knew, too, the bohemian life at the 
Coast. And she belonged to that life, 
not where I had placed her. His in- 
fatuation for her and the fabulous gifts 
he lavished on her became the talk of 
the town, He came here one evening— 
this is merely to show you his method 
—wearing a long motoring coat of fur. 
It was storming badly outside. Athalie 
was going out with him somewhere. 
She came down the staircase dressed in 
black velvet, a clinging, revealing gown 
that made her weirdly lovely, witchlike. 

“Farjeon looked her over slowly, his 
eyes keen with delight in her beauty, 
and he drew from the lining of his 
coat, pouch after pouch of diamonds, 
emptying them before her on the long 
Italian table. He ordered her to take 
what she liked and Athalie seemed en- 
thralled by the jewels. She let him 
fasten them on her, long pendant ear- 
rings that trailed on her slim, white 
shoulders, a bandeau bound low about 
her forehead, looped necklaces of se- 
lected stones worth fortunes. And sud- 
denly, as she stared at herself in the 
mirror, he held her fast in his arms, 
kissed her. I was like a spectator, 
nothing more to either of them. As he 
released her he turned to me, his voice 
husky with emotion, 

‘I owe your husband the happiness 
of my life, Mrs, Orme,” 

“Could | speak and tell him the truth, 
Philip? Should I have done so and 
would it have made any difference to 
either of them? Or do you think I 
should have sent for Bart then, while 
there was time? | cannot tell even now, 
even at this last hour, when he is com- 
ing to ask a reckoning from me of my 
stewardship over his love. 

“And that is all. Bart read some 
story of the affair in Cairo and took the 
first boat for home. Sonya encouraged 
Farjeon. ‘Is it wrong to give a girl 
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the chance to rule over millions? she 
argued. I swear to you I| did try to 
check Athalie, but she laughed at me, 
dared me to tell Bart if I liked. Had 
he not been willing to leave her and 
wait a year? 

“Life is too short ever to wait for 
love,’ she said, bitterly. ‘I hate com- 
promise. I did love him, Lenore. 
There at Carmel we knew weeks of 
love that were unspeakably sweet. But 
Farjeon knows women. He would 
never give me the chance to change my 
mind, I am going to Africa with him.” 

“And she has kept her word. I knew 
it was the last night when I went with 
them to Sonya’s. We missed them both 
just before midnight. Her note was 
handed to me by one of the servants 
and T left at once. There was no trace 
of her at the house, no hint of where 
she was going, except what she had said, 
South Africa, Bart had already heard 
the truth from Sonya. Finding we had 
gone there, he had called up to ask for 
me, Sonya lost her nerve and told him 
Athalie had gone away with Farjeon. 
I know now that Athalie had confided 
in her from the first; told her who she 
was. Sonya would treat such a con- 
fidence as a secret romance. She lives 
on them. 

“It is nearly three now. 
comes what shall I tell him? That he 
has lost us both? Dare [ lift my own 
love for you high above all, as Athalie 
did hers, and boast of it to him, so he 
may know he has never hurt me? If 
1 do, will he kill me, believing I be- 
trayed his trust in me and gave Far- 
jeon the right of way? Or shall I take 
my own way out? I have never desired 
that. I do not like unbidden guests. 
Why should | intrude upon the Infinite 
without a special invitation, And yet, 
Philip. she is right. Love should be 
absolutely sovereign in its rights. No 
painted masks of subterfuge, no secret 
altars of heartache and deception. 
Merely truth, I am very sorry for 
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Bart. I could not blame him for any- 
thing he may do. My dear—my very 
dear—if you have ever cared, this will 
give you solace, where | must find my 
way alone. 

“y. a 


“What will 
court asked. 


you do?" Lady Ayres 
“Let Bart read this let- 


but, by Heaven, 
she’s not going to di Philip's head 
was thrown back, his teeth set, as he 
ke me to her, will 


you, 


During the drive back to town along 
the shore roads he was silent, living 
over the useless years of repression, 
years when he had thought her love for 
Bart a willing sacrifice. If Bart had 
shot her and she died, he would force 
him to read that letter, and strip from 
him, at least, his damnable egotism, his 
surety of her love. 

Another twist came to his trend of 
thought. Supposing Lenore died and 
this letter would serve to save Bart 
from the full responsibility for her 
death, would he give it up? Was he 
not guilty, fully as guilty as if he had 
killed her himself, if he had brought 
her to such a culminating moment of 
hopelessness that she sought death as a 
relief? His brain played back and 
forth like heat lightning, flaring here 
and there over new forces of impulse 
and inhibition, When the car drew up 
before the quiet, brownstone building 
he asked“ Anne to let him see her alone, 
if it could be arranged, if she were 
conscious. 

He waited below in the deserted re- 
ception room. The sound of the de- 
scending elevator. roused him to turn 
and watch for Lady Avrescourt.  In- 
stead, he saw Bart himself step from 
the car, followed by three men. They 
were shaking hands with him, congratu- 
lating him, as he hesitated in the outer 
corridor. Yet Bart did not look like a 
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man relieved of any burden, or one who 
had triumphed. He caught a glimpse 
of Philip, and relief crossed the agony 
in his face as he hurried to join him. 
“Phil, I'm free! Get that, I'm free, 
and I ought to be dead this minute. 
She's just come back with strength 
enough to swear she fired the shot her- 
self. And it’s a beautiful lie, Phil.” 
He wrenched his hand away from the 
other's grasp, and dropped in a chair 
by the table, breaking into smothered, 
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dry sobs. “It’s a splendid lie because 
she loves me. I never meant to hurt 
her. I was crazy about Athalie. If she 
had died, I would have told the 
truth——” 

Lady Ayrescourt entered softly, her 
face alight with hope and tenderness. 
She did not seem even to see the bowed 
figure by the table as she laid one hand 
on Philip's arm. 

“She’s waiting for you,” she whis- 
pered 


